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bridge gates ; and, better than dignity, real
power and service in the half-mile of pier, reach-
ing to the low-tide breakers across its field of
sand.

Sunset, then, seen from the pier-head across
those whispering fringes ; belfry chime at evening
and morning; and the new life of that year, i846>
was begun.

After our usual rest at Champagnole, we went
on over the Cenis to Turin, Verona, and Venice;
whereat I began showing my father all my new
discoveries in architecture and painting. But
there began now to assert itself a difference be-
tween us I had not calculated on. For the first
time I verily perceived that my father was older
than I, and not immediately nor easily to be put
out of his way of thinking in anything. We had
been entirely of one mind about the carved
porches of Abbeville, and living pictures of Van-
dyck; but when my father now found himself
required to admire also flat walls, striped like
the striped calico of an American flag, and oval-
eyed saints like the figures on a Chinese tea-
cup, he grew restive. Farther, all the fine
writing and polite Mat of " Modern Painters "
had never reconciled him to my total resignation
of the art of poetry ; and beyond this, he en-
tirely, and with acute sense of loss to himself,
doubted and deplored my now constant habit oft with itself on those easy terms;
